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Ville 


Full, creamy-pale breasts peer at me through a partially unbuttoned black lace top; as | bury my face between 
them, the scent of jasmine delicately teases my nostrils. My hands work to further unbutton the shirt, 
revealing a flat, pale stomach and a bejeweled navel. She tastes wonderful as | run my tongue up and over the 
swells of her chest.. but | cant get hard. She doesn't know it, of course; I'm keeping my crotch out of the 
reach of her pretty, manicured fingers, trying my absolute damndest to will my uncooperative cock to wake 
up. The one beer | drank tonight can't possibly be to blame for my inability to function, but regardless of the 
reason, I'm utterly mortified, even if my lady friend is still unaware of the problem. This has never happened 


to me before. Not yet twenty-nine years old, and | can't get a hard-on to save my life. 


"Fuck," | mumble, rolling onto my back, scrambling to come up with a feasible excuse for stopping. "I'm so 


drunk." 


"No, Ville!" the dark-haired young lady pleads, and | realize for the first time since | brought her to this motel 
room that | never asked her name. This is so out of character for me that | suddenly feel guilty, but I'd come 
up with no better ideas of how to rid my brain of its ceaseless thoughts of Bam, so picking up a groupie from 


a local tavern and pounding her into a rented mattress seemed my most viable option 
No such luck. 


"Don't stop," she continues to wheedle, and as | sit up at the edge of the bed, she follows me, her hands 
clutching desperately at my shoulders, worrying at the fabric of my shirt. They only fall away when | rise to 
my feet, stumbling a little for effect, and | can feel her pretty brown eyes following me as | lurch my way 
into the bathroom, closing the door and turning on the fan, as if to mask the sound of my vomiting. Instead of 
trying to empty my stomach of the negligible amount of alcohol | consumed tonight, however, | simply stand in 


front of the mirror, scowling at my rumpled reflection 


Ridiculous, | think, disgusted with myself. There's a woman out there -- and not bad looking, at that -- who's 
more than willing to spread her legs for you, and you can't even get it up. 


Glaring into my own angry green eyes, however, | find my gaze softening, and | sigh, bracing a hand on the 
counter as | turn on the cold water with the other, splashing a palmful across my face. How can | blame 
myself, after all, when the pale, girlishly smooth skin occupying my mind is not that of the nameless young 
woman in the next room, but instead belongs to a curly-headed hellion who lives across an ocean from me but 
spends more time in my head than he probably does in his own? That milky white skin.. sullied by intricately 
inked designs, some of which | drew myself.. covering the perfectly sculpted muscle and bone that makes up 
quite possibly the most delicious body I've ever laid eyes upon.. the body he just loves to show off.. not that 


ld ever complain. 


There.. now I'm hard. | briefly entertain the thought of taking my newly sprung erection back out to the 
bedroom and using it on the brown-eyed girl, but my conscience simply won't let me do it. | don't even know 
her name, after all.. and the only way I'd be able to take her would be from behind, planting my thumbs in the 
dimples at the base of her spine and pretending those dimples belonged to Bam. God, I'd be lucky not to call out 


his name when | came; it's for the best that | simply cut her loose and thank her for her company. 


Returning to the bedroom, I'm surprised to find her fully clothed again and sitting primly on the edge of the 
bed, watching me as | make my entrance with my face damp and my lips pressed tightly together. "I know," 
she says before | can even speak. "I just wanted to say goodbye before | left, in case | never see you again" 


Smiling gently, | allow her to approach me, wrapping her arms around my neck and pressing her lips softly to 
my cheek. Even with her warm, voluptuous body pressed against me this way, | can't help feeling grateful that 


I've decided not to take advantage of her; she's simply too sweet to use for my own selfish sexual purposes. 


"Thank you for spending some time with me," | reply simply, and she nods, smiling sadly as she lets herself out 


of the room. 


Wow... | feel like shit. On top of that, | am hard now, and I'm going to have to do something about it.. but not 
here. | think I'll do a much better job of it at home, where I've got my choice of -- lets call them "visual 
aids." Besides, this room still smells of jasmine, and I'll never be able to get off with that scent lingering in the 


air. 
After all, Bam never wears jasmine. 


| leave the key on the bedside table, closing the door behind me, and walk only far enough to find myself a taxi 


to take me home. 


ER 


Bam 


"Ungh -- fuck!" 


My back arching off the mattress, | lose my breath as | come explosively, thick fluid splattering my chest and 
belly and electric sparks bursting before my eyes. | can honestly say, without a shade of exaggeration, that | 
have never come this hard in my life; it takes me a good few minutes before I've recovered enough to even 
open my eyes, and when | do, my vision is blurry and unfocused until | blink several times and give my head a 


good shake. 


"God damn, | mutter, rolling onto my side and plucking a few tissues from the box beside the bed. On second 
thought, | reach back and grab a few more -- if | had been going for a world record here -- largest load 


blown in one shot, maybe -- | just might have been a top contender for the title. 
Well.. | guess Ryan's method works. 


At about four thirty, | had locked myself in my bedroom, put the new HM album on my stereo, and stripped 
bare-ass naked, flopping onto my bed and focusing on the poster of Ville that hangs right above my bed. It's 
the Razorblade Romance cover shot, of course, something about that picture has always made me feel a little 
tingly below the belt, but | always dismissed the feeling as gender confusion. Ville does look awfully effeminate 
in that shot, after all, with that fur-collared jacket on and with his face made up like a classy whore.. a 
cigarette dangling from those luscious, painted lips... fuck 


No matter what I'd thought before, there's no doubt in my mind now that its more than the slight girlishness 
about that picture that made me feel tingly. No, it's definitely Ville. It's the "fuck me" look in his half-lidded, 


heavily made-up eyes that always made my cock jump a little when | saw that picture. | must have had some 
kind of subconscious knowledge of that, too, when | decided to hang that poster righf where I'd see it every 
time | looked up from my bed. 


Anyway, it was four thirty-one when | stretched out, naked, across my bed, taking my already throbbing dick 
in my hand and beginning to stroke it as Ville's deep, rich voice crooned in my ears and his lustful gaze rested 
on me from his two-dimensional position on my wall. The picture in my mind was not, however, Ville standing 
there with his hands in the pockets of his tight leather pants and a cigarette hanging from his lips; in my 
mind, those lips were wrapped around something else, and there wasn't room for his hands in his pockets. It 
was four thirty-two when my body tensed and | let out a grunt and a curse, splattering my stomach and 


chest with come. 

One minute. | don't think I've ever come in one minute in my entire life. 

/ dream what youre dreaming 

And feel what you're feeling 

Love's our shadow on the wall 

With the face of God 

"You said it, Willa," | mumble, tossing the wad of crumpled, sticky tissues in the general direction of my 
garbage can and slumping back against my pillows again, staring thoughtfully up at that poster. /f definitely 
worked, | think, chewing my lip. I'd never allowed myself to think of a guy while | beat off before today, but -- 
just like Ryan said last night -- |, too, got off scary hard, and scary fast, so there must be something to it. | 
mean.. | doubt it was just the novelty of the idea that made it so exciting. If | didn't actually lke the idea of a 
guy sucking my dick, | highly doubt | would have gotten off like that. 


Not just a guy, | remind myself with a heavy sigh, although whether it's a sigh of satisfaction, confusion, or 
frustration -- or a combination of the three -- | have no idea. /fs Ville. 


Without allowing myself time to rethink my decision, | reach for the phone on my nightstand and begin dialing. 


Suddenly, hearing his voice singing through a set of speakers just isn't enough. 


ER 


Ville 


Thank God Bam has spent such a large portion of his short lifetime on film. If not for that, I'd probably be 
wanking to a few still photographs, but, thanks to the luxury of modern technology -- and the endless footage 
he's sent me over the years -- I'm able to wank in style and comfort, my filthy habit bolstered by all the 
moving pictures | could ever want of the object of my fantasies. The video I'm watching now is some skating 
footage Joe Frantz filmed while Bam practiced for one of his endless skating demos, and | chose this one in 
particular for its partial nudity factor. Thank God for the fact that Bam likes to skate shirtless, thank God for 
Frantz's steady hand, and thank God for the unlawfully low waistband of those jeans he was wearing that day. 
On certain maneuvers, | definitely see the crack of his lovely ass peeking out, and in several shots, his pants 


ride so low that not only is that all-too-familiar tattoo on his lower-lower belly visible, but so is the beginning 


of the patch of dark hair just below, and it's not that far of a stretch for me to imagine what lies below that 


| couldn't even be bothered to undress properly, as soon as | had arrived home from the motel fiasco, | had 
stripped out of my shirt and boots, turned on the video, and sunk into my favorite armchair, unzipping my 
pants and freeing my uncomfortably hard cock from its denim confines. Now, watching him skate back and 
forth on the ramp, all sharp hipbones and lithe, rippling muscle and pale, glistening skin, | feel shivers coursing 
through my body as | slowly stroke myself, my eyes half-lidded and my breath coming slow and heavy 
through my parted lips. 


And then the phone rings, and | nearly jump out of my skin. 
Fumbling for the cordless handset on the table next to me, | peer in disbelief at the digital display. 
Margera, B 


| take a deep breath to steady myself and press the "stop" button on my remote control before answering. 


"Hello." 


"Hey. Did | wake you?" Bam sounds slightly tense, and quieter than | would have expected, but the slight 
huskiness in his voice is ungodly sexy, and I'm barely able to restrain myself from gripping my cock again. 
Glancing apologetically downward, | pout a little at the sight of it; swollen, deep red, and jutting uncomfortably 
from my open fly, | can almost hear it begging to be touched. Soon, you poor thing, | think. Daddy's going to take 


good care of you 


"No -- Im up," | reply, grinning a little at my unintentional innuendo. Bam certainly does bring out my dirty side. 
"What are you doing?" 


"Just... chilling. What are you doing?" 
| chuckle softly. "Well, when you called, | was jerking off." 


| can hear him swallow on the other end of the phone, and | grin even wider. | don't know that anyone else in 


the world has the same knack | do for making this boy speechless. 


ER 


Bam 


"You were?" | reply, my eyes feeling huge in my head as | stare in disbelief at the poster again, but its not 
really a question, and the only response | receive is another low, unspeakably filthy little chuckle from Ville. 
Christ, that sound is hot. Any sound in his low, intense voice is hot, especially with that fucking sexy Finnish 
accent. Suddenly feeling bold -- not to mention competitive, as | can hardly allow him to one-up me in the field 
of shocking sexual comments -- | open my mouth and let three words fall out that | don't think | ever would 


have uttered if | hadn't just come a few minutes before with this very man on my mind. 
"Why'd you stop?" 


It's Ville's turn to grow silent, and | almost start to worry that I've offended him when he cautiously replies, 


“Shouldn't | have?" 

"Hell, it doesn't bother me if you want to finish," | reply, amazing myself with my own audacity, but something 
in the tone of his voice leads me to believe that he wasn't joking about what he was doing when | called.. and | 
can't bear the thought of him lying there, hard and unfulfilled, just waiting for me to hang up the phone so he 


can finish taking care of himself. 


Besides, I've heard him come once, but it was in a room full of horny, anonymous people... | think I'd like to have 


him all to myself this time. 


"Bam," Ville mutters, his voice tinged with laughter and something else, too, something darker, more needy... 


something almost primitive. "You're a dirty little boy. Don't tease me." 


| laugh softly, sitting up a little against my pillows. "Who's teasing? Go ahead.. you can talk while you jerk off, 


can't you?" 
Ville's growl of frustration only makes me smile -- wickedly, of course -- and | vow to make him cave in now 


if it kills me. 


ER 


To be continued... 


